124   LETTERS TO THE NEW ISLAND

with such a one!'* and then one gathers about
one, like a garment, the mist of regret.

For the last year or so Miss Kavanagh was
able to do but little writing. Consumption
was gradually doing its work. The winter of
1889 she spent in the south of France in a vain
search for health. On her return to Ireland
she went to live at her native village, where
she died a few days ago. Her last poem was a
memorial lyric prefixed to the poems of her
friend, Miss Ellen O'Leary, who had herself
addressed to Miss Kavanagh a little poem be-
ginning:

Brave eyes! brave eyes, how beautiful you are;
Not dark as night, or gleaming like a star,
But all alight with earnestness and truth,
And the fond, foolish dreams of fervid youth.

Brave eyes! brave eyes, and trustful too, as brave,
In which thought follows thought, as wave on wave;
True mirrors dear, reflecting every feeling,
Now bright, now blank, now full of soft appealing.

April //, 1891

THE POEMS OF ELLEN O'LEARY

YOUR Celt in London has been so busy about
certain affairs of his own that he has let
months go by without sending you any of